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CONFESSIONS OF A BATIK C.LT. 

"When exactly did you start having these nervous anxieties?” 

"Do you mean, when did I start stretching my clothing on frames with tacks, or 
when did I start yelling the word, ‘SNACK!’ іп a barbaric, guttural tone at random times 
of the day?" 

"Let's deal with specifics later. For today's session, we should focus on the cause, 
instead of the effects.- Yes? Good. Now let me rephrase my question: can you pinpoint 
a particular stage in your life that might have triggered these irregularities?" 

"Honestly, Doctor, nothing comes to mind. Wait a minute. . . that's it!! It's all 
becoming clear, and so fast! Summer of 1990! The pieces are all fitting together. 
Doctor, I understand!" 

"Okay now. Good. Just step down off my desk, please. Why don't you lie down 
and try to relax again. Thank you. Where were we? Ahh, yes, I do believe, correct me 
if I'm mistaken, that you mentioned the phrase, 'Summer of 1990.' I think it would be in 
your best interest to probe this subject further. Yes? Good." 

"All right, Doctor. I'll try. I was almost 16 years old that summer, when I got 
a job as a C.LT., at a creative arts camp. My specific shop was Batik. Batik is an old 
Indonesian art, using wax and dye, but I would rather not get into it." 

"Why is that?" 

"It's only because I'm afraid a ‘discovering’ camper is going to jump out and ask 
what the set does and if violet can go over emerald, and -- please, Doctor, it's too 
much!" 

"Perhaps, this could be what is wrong. Now,.this is just a little theory 
of mine, but are you suggesting that these nervous reactions are due to you having been 
= а СІТ.? You were an impressionable adolescent then, searching for role models and 
quality time, only to find dancing and singing fellow staff members instead." 

"YES!! That must be the root of my problem. Yet, the fact we wound up eating 
Barbie's cereal, having imaginary conversations with movie stars, using rubber balls on 
sticks for massages (I won't get into that one), and witnessing 425 batiks on generic 
flowers, palm trees, and family pets, must also have contributed to my downfall. Please, 
Doctor, how can you help me?" | 

"So you feel your obsessive-compulsive behavior is due to this experience?” 

"Yes, in one sense, but not a negative one. Actually, I think 1 miss it.” 

"You miss it?" 

"Yes. I miss wearing the mask for mixing dyes that made me look like an 
anteater from hell. I miss the corny puns about die and dye. I miss going back to snack 
85 times just to see Barbie's smile when she finally gets her chocolate chip cookies. I 
miss the family crayon portraits by Jessica. This, in turn, makes me miss Mom and Pops, 

com "Ё Barbie and George, my oldest sister, 
Alison, my middle sister, Kimi, and 
my twin, Jessica. I miss the campers 
expressions as they realized they 
they had another forty minutes of 
empty time to fill while dying. 
But most of all, I miss the 
way the sunlight filtered 
through the brightly coloured 
batiks." 
"Ihen you can only do one thing." 
"What's that, Doctor?" 
"Return." 
"To Buck's Rock?" 
"Yes." 
"Home to Bhck's Rock. Thank you, 
| Doctor. I think I will.” 


Wendy R. Diskin 
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BARGELLO PRISON 
PAST 


It is believed that the name Bargello is derived from the palace Bargello 
in Florence, which was also used as a prison. 


PRESENT 


When I was sentenced to three hours at the dark, damp, and ratty prison of Bargello, 
I was working on what would soon be my most beautiful piece yet. It was called "Flying 
Colors." The piece clashed with the prison walls, but I liked it anyway. 

I won't tell you what my crime was, because I don't want to be called a murderer 
during the last three hours of my life. (Whoops!) During our last few hours here, all of 
the prisoners have worked hard on their very colorful pieces in order to BRIGHTEN the 
days. The guards supplied them with the necessary needles, threads, and canvases. They ` 
did this so that when the prisoners made their ever-so-colorful pieces, they would go ت‎ 
blind and would be unable to see who was executing them. In fact, the pillows contrasted 
with the walls so much, that when the prisoners woke up in the morning, they saw their 
walls decorated with bright bargello designs, and went blind. фе 


di 


Luckily I was never executed. They stopped me when I was halfway through my 





bargello. I don't mean to brag, but it eventually became the best piece in the histor y of E 


bargello. 
FUTURE 


Now I have my own museum and, of course, it is the most famous in the world. 
also the richest person in the history of humankind. What a happy ending. 





by Simon Rosof 
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FUN WITH MUD 


You might think all we do at ceramics is play with mud. That's what 1 thought 
when I first came here, but ceramics has much more to offer. At the Ceramics Shop this 
summer, we have made a totem pole, experimented with Raku firing, thrown and hand 
built pots, and sculpted almost everything imaginable. 

The totem pole was thrown in sections on a potter's wheel by the counselors, and 
each section was then designed by one, two, or three campers. The group decorated it 
with everything from lions and birds, to vampires and pink elephants. It was then 
assembled with concrete and now stands as a permanent monument to the creativity of 
the campers at Buck's Rock *90. 

If totem poles aren't your thing, you might be interested in the excitement of 
Raku. Raku is a form of traditional Japanese firing, in which a pot is dipped into a Raku 
glaze and then put into a small gas kiln. The pot is heated to 1600 degrees Fahrenheit 
and then pulled from the kiln red hot. Finally, the pot is plunged into a can full of 
sawdust and leaves. Once the pot is cooled, it comes out with a lustrous copper or white 
crackle finish. 

Of course there is always throwing, slab building, and coil building. You might 
even try throwing with your feet, like one creative camper did. If you are not interested 
in making vases, mugs, or plates, you might be interested in sculpting. Anything can be 
molded -- from wizards, to turtles, to "Iron Maiden" heads. 

If that's not enough, this year the shop took a trip to Todd Pyker's wood fire kiln 
and ceramics workshop in Cornwall, Connecticut. It was a huge workshop with lots of 
pots, big and small, and a 25-foot wood fire kiln. 

Of course we have a fabulous staff headed by Frank Gosar, and assisted by Sue 
Taylor, Michael O'Malley, Henry Tanaka, Julie Apps, and Josh Draper along with 
C.LT.s Ben Ogden, Dina Gould, and Chris Borodenko, who all dance to Aretha 


Franklin. 7 d 
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At the computer shop this year, Martin, our counselor from England, showec 
just how exciting a computer can be. E 

The shop with its five machines and a printer, was able to produce work 
as well as on screen. 

A popular package from last year was "Newsroom." It has various sections, as 
a photo lab and copy desk. It is arranged very much like a newspaper office. In fact, we 
even produced опе of our own newspapers called "Buck's Apple." Kevin Misseti 
of the most prolific campers, writing many of the articles. These included funny 
cartoons, birthday announcements and reviews of movies and camp shows. 

A new program this summer was "Crossword Magic." This allowed us to creat 
our own crossword puzzles. It was one of the most popular programs in the shop. 
Campers wrote so many puzzles that Martin 0ج‎ to put them into a Computer Shop 
Puzzle Book. : И 











make patterns and print them too. oe was a favorite program this 
campers defined shapes and characters and animated them to make computer 
Another favorite was the Apple BASIC programming language. Campers 
to create word reversers, computer-generated poetry, drawing programs, and graphic 
printers. 
An advanced programming language, Pascal, was taught to a few campers 
is a professional language, used in universities and businesses. 
"Fantavision" is a movie-making program similar to "LOGOwriter." This prog 
allowed campers to make animated, color movies with a variety of shapes and sj 
functions. 
And, of course, there's the immortal "Print Shop." This program let us prin! 
greeting cards, banners, signs, and letterheads. We could also edit and draw graphics for 
our creations using a graphics editor. Of course, people kept coming in and makin 








the years to come. 


Michael Handler 
Michael Kaplan 








Not many people see glass as a formless liquid. It is the job of the glass artist to 
take this formless liquid and give it meaning, shape, and life. At the Glass Shop this 
year, many campers came and tried to give a name to this formless liquid. 

_ From the first bubble to the final product, the artist controls the glass and tries to 
make it into what the artist wants it to be. This conflict between the artist and the glass 
can be resolved peacefully, and can result in a beautiful piece of artwork. On the other 
hand, if the artist is defeated by the glass, the result will be something other than what 
the artist intended, but equally as beautiful. 

This summer many people have become the artist and have tried to force the 
glass into the shapes they want. Sometimes this wasn't too easy, so the artist had to work 
on the shape and strive toward his or her own idea of "perfection." This perfection may 
not have looked perfect to another person, but it was achieved by much determination 
and hard work. Often a new idea was thought of, and the old one discarded -- but not 
forgotten -- and recreated at the artist's disposal. 

This year at the Glass Shop people have made just about everything out of clear 
and colored glass. The addition of colored glass makes the clear glass a mere canvas. 
The artist can apply the color to his or her desire, or the color can randomly scatter on 
the piece in order to create an unusual pattern. 

The main thing that we all learned this summer is that glass can be more than a 
solid, or even a formless liquid; it can be anything that you want it to be. 


Jason Wertheimer 
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No one understands the full potential of paper until they step into the Leather 
Shop. Perfecting a paper replica of a project gives one a pattern from which to work. 
Making a paper pattern is a wonderful way to begin and end a day in leather. 

A variety of projects can be made in leather including vests, hats, bookmarks and a 
wide range of items in between. But most prevalent in the leather shop are wallets. 

Buck's Rock is lucky to have its own Claire Neretin, our leathersmith and mentor. 
With her help, campers transform uncut leather into masterpieces. 

When you walk into the Leather Shop, you might expect to start your project by 
cutting leather. But people don't realize how long it actually takes before one can 
actually begin to cut. 

The choice of leather instruments is limitless. Questions such as: "Should I use 
the brown knife or the yellow one? Do I even want to use a knife at all?" and "Should I 
use the leather scissors with the white string attached?" perplex many-a-mind. (If anyone 
finds the scissors with a white string attached, please contact Claire Neretin at the 
Leather Shop.) 





Photo by Rennie Jaffe 


So you've cut your leather and you are very excited about it. You sit there, look 
at the piece and caress it. But Claire reminds you that there is work to do, such as 
punching holes (another favorite Leather Shop step). 

Once holes are punched, the leather is sewn up and dyed. You might think that 
you are finally done, but Claire has other ideas. She might ask you to make something 
at another shop to decorate your work. And unless you are very convincing, you will end 
up doing it (and enjoying it, too). 

When you have completed your project and are very proud, you have every reason 
to sit back and enjoy the artwork that you have created. Я 

So next year when you have nothing to do, get over to the slowly sinking green 
Leather Shop in front of Girls Cabins. Experience leather. 


Dan Walinsky 
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The Jewelry Shop has the coolest staff and campers working in it. But we're a 
little biased. You can tell that we're so great because everyone that's anyone, hangs out 
on our porch. Not that the people are necessarily working on a project, but they're here! 

When you think of the Metal Shop, you may think of our helpful and courteous 
staff, our lovely CIT's, the exquisite jewelry that is produced, or perhaps our espresso 
coffee maker and all of the iced cappuccino we make. Our hard-core regulars (those 
р, all three of them) know that we take Buck Rocks extremely 
б (onl points away from the number one position). You may think of Саап 
ire: bi juggling hammers, Jody running the New Milford Eight, Debbie’s orange 
verse sneakers, Noah’s sideburns, or Jessica’s hidden knees. 

But of course, most of you will think of FIMO! The tofu white and caramel 
ndy brown dough that you can mold any which way and shade by mushing a mixture of 
$ tog . There was literally a Fimo explosion this summer! It spread beyond the 
suse counselors and other staff members rushed into the Shop also to 
themselves (while pretending to help campers). Our staff grew 
when you eat the veggie meal, check to make sure it really is tofu -- 
e white Fimo. 

So however you remember the Metal/Jewelry Shop this summer, we hope it will 

bring a smile. — — 
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If you believed all of Richard's outrageous lies at orientation, you are forgiven for 
> Banking that the Print Shop i is a constant whirl of fire- an - knife-throwing, hamster- | 












Print Shop is, in fact, a hive of industry, turning out a constant stream of 

stationery, pads, bumper stickers, business cards and informals by the million.‏ اسیا 
The Shop bench, located outside the door, is just a hint of the warmth and‏ 

you'll encounter once you set foot inside this cheerful place. Denise’s 

glows under the fluorescent lights, Catherine's hair doesn't, and Richard 

it all! Then there's that "interesting" clash of musical styles that gives the 
character: Denise single-handedly leading the American Ska Revival, 

Richard with his Depeche Mode and all sorts of odd stuff, and Catherine, who’s usually 

ning to anything but Denise and Richard’s music; anything of course, except 

wh probably explains Print's appalling performance in "Buck Rocks" this year. 

f this isn't enough to convince you that the Print Shop is an awesome, totally 

ing, GROOVY place -- we don't know what is! 

ome of the people who come to the Print Shop really do play with knives, 


Lauren Seidman 
Lisa Ventry 
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I remember my first day quite well. I was investigating shops and passed a large, 
rustic-looking place with a colorless dirt floor. There were a few metal and wooden 
scraps glued together into different shapes and figures. The first word that came to my 
mind was "junk." I was curious to find out what this shop was all about. 





After spending a fen is in фе Sculpture Shop, І realized the true meaning of ` 
sculpture. It is not just composed of junk glued together, but of creative feelings and 
ideas put into effect. Each different color and detail in a sculpture shows how the artist 


feels and thinks. I can explain myself in a sculpture instead of using words. IfI am è 


happy, I can use bright colors and fabrics. If I am sad and gloomy, I can use dark, P 

fabrics and colors. I can even use fire and electricity to weld metal. There are few rules 

or limitations. Hearing the word "no" is just as unlikely as getting clean smelling laundry! 
It is all about using your mind. If you feel you have trouble expressing ideas, 

the counselors have enough to sink an oil tanker. There is Jack, Sarah, Gail, Ch 

Jonathan, who are always wide awake. There is also Jason, Sean, and Josh, who аге 

always there to assist. + - 
You can expand your horizons and make your sculpture come alive at the 


Sculpture Shop. 
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Josh Ilutzi 
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Welcome to another episode of As the Ink Mixes, starring your favorite 
counselors -- Sharon, Bronwyn, Joanna, and Marc, and their faithful C.I.T.’s Alex and 
Paul. Entering the shop are the few happy campers who will do work today and the man 
who will hang out on the sofa behind the shop. While trying to mix that perfect shade, 
Joanna inadvertently redecorates the floor in a lovely green. Sharon laughs so hard that 
she knocks into a fan and manages to add yet another bruise to her plentiful collection. 
Bronwyn's "Bart Simpson" pictures are magically shredding into little bits. Could it be an 
act of God or that of a devious camper? Marc (the one and only Forby) dashes in, runs 
his hand through his hair and turns on the new turbo charged, super duper garden hose 
to full blast. Uh-Oh, mass confusion! Where are Alex and Paul when needed? They're 
in the back of the shop discovering hundreds of staple guns hidden in their shirts. 

What will happen to the Silkscreen Shop? Will Nina ever reveal her true identity 
as "Wonderwoman?" Will Elissa finally figure out not to print on tracing paper? Will Jc 
ever find her celebrity look-alike? Will Noah get over the tragedy of breaking his three 
year tradition of writing the yearbook article? Tune in next week, for the exciting 
conclusion of As the Ink Mixes. 


Jo Mareth 
Nina Wolarsky 
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Picture this... | 

You are standing on the porch of one of the craziest shops in camp. As you enter, 
there are campers on your right and left, bent over strange machines that have odd parts 
like bobbins and needles. On the shelves above their heads are completed projects and 
piles of fabric, some quite unusual, and others not so out of the ordinary. In front of you 
is a table filled with baskets, patterns, fabrics, and people. All of a sudden, someone 
appears in front of you and says with a smile, "Can I help you?"...or something like that. 
Before you know it, you're engrossed in a project. It may be clothes, a stuffed animal, a 
pillow, or just about anything else you could imagine. If you haven't figured it out — ` 
already, you have just entered... THE SEWING ZONE. i 
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When the summer began, the Sewing Shop had basically sane counselors, C.IT.’S, 
who were already fairly crazy in their own right, plenty of pins and needles, mil mof | 
thread and fabric, and empty shelves. Now, at the end of the summer, they hav four ` 
fully functional, completely insane counselors (who may or may not return to their. 
previous state of being), C.I.T.’s, who (as far as the eye can see) haven't been affected — 
too much by the craziness, no pins or needles, a smaller supply of thread and fabric, and 
project shelves that are overflowing. I guess you could say that it was a productive - 
summer. GE 4 

All in all, the Sewing Shop was a blast this summer and you really missed a load — 
of fun if you didn't show up there. Thank you Pam, Angela, Katie and Ann Marie for all 
the help. And let's not forget to thank Jen, Karyn and Vanessa for everything they did. 
We may have driven you crazy this summer, but we had lots of fun doing it. Thanks for 
everything and we'll see you next year! Ф 
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Many of the new things Pve learned this summer have come from my experiences 
at the Wood Shop. Looking in the Wood Shop, all one sees is a bunch of power tools all 
running at once, making a really big racket. In reality, it's much more. Vases, birdhouses 
and chess boards were produced this summer at the Wood Shop. If there's one thing I've 
learned from the projects I've done, it's that patience is a virtue. In any project, campers 
have to sand until their arms fall off or someone tells them that they are doing it 
incorrectly. In the Wood Shop though, counselors never make you feel like you're in the 
way. They are helpful and seem to really enjoy not only assisting you, but also having you 
as company. If you don't quit and have patience, in the end you will always come out 
with a beautifully finished project from the Buck's Rock Wood Shop. 


Julie Harris 
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To Fleen or not to Fleen? That question is on the minds of many campers this 
summer. "Fleen just isn’t the same," a camper said. "It used to be one of my favorites, 
but I only went once this whole summer. I think everyone got scared off after... 

The Accident." | 

The Accident happened in early July, when sixty skyhooks went out of control and 
put counselor, Stu Davis, in the hospital, and paralyzed the only on-camp iguana. 

For those of you who don't know, the Fleen Shop is a skyscraper behind the 
Animal Farm. The shop makes a variety of solid sound waves and polka-dotted skyhooks. 

As for the accident, most of the campers I talked to said, "Fleen Shop is still 
swell. People must stick to their art no matter what the danger." 

A camper from Boys’ Cabins said of Fleening, "It smells pretty bad up there, and 
it takes a long time to do. But, it's pretty neat." 


David Iserson ` ` 
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Printshop 
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And now for a thirty second free write on "What Is Pub?": 

Lit mag, fatigue, collation, broken deadlines, yearbook, plates, computers, سس‎ 
writing, washing machines, typing, ink, late nights, silence, workshops, paper jam: 
chaos, noise, newspaper, Elvis, X-acto knives, shrink wrap, leaky roofs (over com; 
Candlewood, Drood, paper, paper cutters. 











This summer, Pub was all of thes SC 
things. 





Among the first obstacles we confronted 
were a completely new computer system ап 
new printer. Unfortunately, in the beginn 
not many of us knew how to use them, 
some help, we did learn. (Really, we did.) 

We had many visitors during the 
summer. One Saturday morning, Erica Jong 
came to talk with us. Marvin Terban spo 
about getting published, and Suzanne M 
told us of the alternative press. 

A Pub/Music volleyball game was. 
about, but alas, it was not to be (again). 

Despite all the problems we’ve had, such 
as a temperamental platemaker, a shortage of layout supplies, and a PMT machine with 
a taste for paper, we did manage to come out with two lit mags, two newspaper. 
book, the directory, and... (fanfare please) YEARBOOK! У 

Bob: Bob is the patriarch of our shop. Ya got ya shop heads, and ya got y: 
heads, but this is a shop head. His calming presence and dedication to perfecti 
instruction are examples to us all. Even though Matt is a camper now, and Stevie 
his way, Bob will always be surrounded by little children. 

Jonas: Jonas is the moral support for-the entire shop. Whenever things get 
stressful, Jonas is there with an easygoing smile. Early in the summer, though, he was 
.possessed by the long dead spirit of Elvis. The sideburns and pompadour grew, and 
suddenly his clothing turned into a white jumpsuit. He looked at us, raised an 
and said, "Hey Baby!" We all fainted. 

Ian: Yes, Ian "Crazy Legs" Jackson does still have "come-to-bed" eyes. 
the most insane hours of anybody in the shop. He's just too cool for words... 
use any more on him. Cheerio, O Revered-World- -Traveller-Type-Person. 

Stu: Stu, the newest addition to the Pub staff, is one of our JC's. We're not s sure 
if he has any hair, because he never takes off his hat. We have never seen him 
like a "sweaty-toothed madman," but maybe he'll surprise us one of these days. 
again, maybe not. 

Lynda: Lynda is the woman with the bow and the daughters. A Buck’s ] 
returnee ("round and round and round in the Circle Game...") after a twelve yea 
Lynda hates collation and computers. (Well, who can blame her?) She likes backrubs 
(Well, who can blame her?) | 

Sandro: We all like Sandro because he makes very amusing pictures fo 
ubiquitous posters, advertising workshops, guest speakers, shop trips, Armaged 
the like. We also like his fork-earring (and matching bracelet), as well as his co 
incompetence with the computers. ge 
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Laura: Laura is like Julia, but different. She was the driving soul of The Rock. 
You wouldn't think that journalism and science fiction make a good match, but somehow 
they do. Because she's the tallest writing counselor, she's the one who learned how to 
shrink (wrap, that is). 

Kimberly: Kimberly is the bright sprite that inhabited our shop this summer. She 
has been our constant supply of M&M’s along with other goodies. She and Sandro have 
also entertained us with their rendition of "The Mexican Staple Remover Dance". Plus 
she's just "sooooo preetty." 

Elizabeth: Elizabeth, ahh, selflessly plied ailing CIT's (okay, just Sara) with 
Vitamin C from her own personal collection, and later, for reasons unprintable, came to 
regret it. (Okay, she caught a bad code.) She is an enigma. Don't call her "Liz". She 
hates it. (Okay, she'll respond to it anyway.) She is a Goddess Extraordinaire, and she 
doesn't like Serena's hard massages. 

Susi: Susi is the redhead who puts white- 
out on photos, mixes ink for the yearbook and 
lit mags, and loves a good massage (actually, 
just about everyone in the shop agrees with her 
as far as that's concerned). Although she often 
apologizes for being in a grumpy mood, she is 
actually one of the most supportive people 
around. 

Andy: Although Andy is hardworking, 
mild-mannered and polite, at severe moments 
of chaos he turns into a "sweaty-toothed 
madman." This is a good time to refrain from : 
arming him with an X-acto knife or, for that matter, any other موس رس‎ of destruction. 

Jennifer: Jenn’s love of singing and dancing (especially to soul) has given a spark 
of life to our otherwise dreary (har, har) shop. Her strange imitations of well-known and 
not so well-known people have kept us laughing. Among these impersonations are Ethel 
Merman and a bizarre man named Guido, whose most memorable line is "I'd like to 
take you home, wrap you up, and put you under my Christmas tree, baby." 

Mike: Mike was the first one of our CIT's to die, slain by the treacherous hand of 
his very own bunkmate, Matt Peterson. (Thanks, Matt.) He abandoned us to go and 
silkscreen shop T-shirts. If today, when you are reading this, is the day we gave out 
yearbooks, then yesterday was his birthday. Happy birthday, M. D. Hammer! (Aw, he's 
Sweet Sixteen.) 

Jason: Jason, world-renowned for his caricatures, likes Rush. The Pub Shop does 
not like Rush. We like Jason, anyway. He was the second to die. 

Dan: Dan is Chewbacca. Dan wears a sneaker around his neck, but we don't 
believe it was ever really his. Dan knows rap music. Dan dances. In other words, Dan 
Dans. Dan was the third of our CIT's to be unceremoniously dispatched. 

Sara: Sara was the last of our CIT's to die. We applaud her. (Here is where we 
must add that these killings took place during a camp-wide CIT game of "Murder.”) Sara 
gives Pub ’90 a grace and gentility it would not otherwise possess. Shé is an art-and- 
layout editor by title, but we all know she is really Queen of Englahd. . (We can say 
whatever we want about her, because she’s the other person who abandoned us to go 
and silkscreen shop T-shirts.) 
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Adam: Adam "Ego" Markovics wants to have his face blown up. A man of many 
faces. Writer. Clown. Magician. Lover. Fighter. Eleven. What else can we say? 

Josh: Josh "Professor" Berson (sorry, Josh, but we just had to) understood the 
computers, and tried very hard to share his knowledge of them with us. (He partially 
succeeded.) Unfortunately, Josh left after the first month of camp. We all miss him. 
Especially the computers. 

Serena: Serena's alter ego, Emanon (see the Literary Arts section), virtually 
isolated herself, avoiding all human contact. 

Not so with Serena, who is our resident goddess of human contact. She is always 
there to give a hug or -- ouch -- a "relaxing" massage. (Not quite so much contact, 
please...) 

Jeni: Jeni is always there to give good advice. She wins the award for "Most 
Patient With A Mother And Sister In The Same Camp". 

Fernanda: She may be quiet, but, boy, can she bind! 

Dan Walinsky: Dan did many silly things for his birthday, on our request. Even 
though he left us with two weeks of camp to go, his violin case is missed and maybe he 
is, too. 

Gregg: Gregg comes next because he and Dan were inseparable. Gregg is 
preparing to be the next Bob or Ian, but he played against us in the semi-finals of the 
Buck’s Rock Bowl, so maybe he should stick to Leather. (But he’s always welcome 
here.) 

Erika: Another loyalist who abandoned us with two weeks to go. Would anyone 
be able to recognize her without her crutches? The mystery continues. 

Ali: Ali enriched our lives (and the Pub floating library) by infiltrating our shop 
with The Babysitter Club books. 

Lisa: She may just have learned to run the presses, but... well, she can do it better 
than I can! Finish your stories, Lisa. 

Rachel: Rachel always [CENSORED] lizard-soled shoes. 

Hannah: Hannah always [CENSORED] and cupcakes, too. 

Amy: Does the braid make the woman, or does the woman make the braid? 
We're not sure, but Amy makes good stuff for layout. 

Signing off, Pub "90. Don't forget, submit Camp Life articles! 

v, 
Serena Silver 
Mike. Hammer 
Sara Kramer 








P.S. 
The M&M Color Code: 


Yellow: Chest hair and/or cleavage 
Orange: More brain cells 

Green: Sex appeal 

Tan: Tanning 

Red: Cancer 

Brown: More M&M's 


* PPS. = 7 | E 
Too late. The deadline for Camp Life articles 
has passed. You missed your golden' 

opportunity. Shucksy darn. 











The Publications Shop 


The Publications Shop is a warm and friendly place with many interesting people 
who combine to form a working team. Campers share their unique talents and, in the 
process, learn to improve their skills. At Pub, there are many different and important 
jobs to do. The Writing Department uses the computers to write stories that are 
accompanied by a plated photograph, etching, or drawing in the Literary Magazines and 
Yearbook. One of the many things done in the Art and Layout Department is preparing 
materials for plating. Then, the plate is sent to the printing press in the Production 
Department where it gets printed into final form. 

Everyone in Pub usually entertains everyone else with funny songs, stories, jokes, 
and laughter. Usually the "pubbies" have music playing all day long, too. The people at 
Publications are very friendly and understanding. It's a great place to be and I always 
end up going there. One of the things I enjoyed doing most this summer was writing, 
since it allowed me to open up to people in a different way. I also enjoyed working in 
the production area and learning how to work with the machines while watching them 
produce thousands of copies at one time. Layout was also interesting because I learned 
how the stories were arranged before being plated. In my opinion, Publications is a 
great place to be because you never get tired and there's always something to be done. 


Fernanda Leventhal 





Joanna Icks 
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- \ oul ) thei: r parents in'the mine. Everyone would keep dignis | 
"until they, had ‚enough gold and diamonds to be shipped out to manufacturers who used : 
them to make jewelry. The dwarves would arrive at the mine every: Horing and return 

: home. to their little village in the late afternoon. | 
i The village had large quantities of willow trees throughout. the land: Séatered | 
020 the village: were the dwarves” houses. There were many flowers, such ás ` 
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ae along really Il with. the dwarves. Some, like the wolves and deer, would give the‏ 
herever they wanted to go. = E‏ 
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Illustration by Mark Scherer 














shi said. “the 5 coldness. of her voice and her stony 
rat ha ing to give up all her dreams. Those 
> felt that: there was ng (ше reason ` ` 
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талд. SES forfeit her کت‎ for e 
hat she planned Edo. 88 | 






said, ready: à small pod" Baaba теред, with. sich a crisp voice and. 

„expres ionless face that the: lieutenant rushed to obey. و‎ | 

o -Emanon boarded the miniature ship. and set a direct course for tlie enemy craft.‏ ھچ 

ues She tried to. communicate with the other ship. "This is Commander 0ظ‎ of the ` 
E E Lemee. Do.you.read me? ` — ; 

"Yes, Commander. What is the purpose of your craft?" 

Emanon ; "My vessel comes: seeking peus. with pos surrender. 




















У " "Follow me." The young Woman реке sharply and curtly, with just enough respect е 
КА im her voice ‘event her from | earning a strict' و ھا‎ SE 








"The door opened. маана: Етапоп ‘went inside. As her eyes adjasted to the. 
strange e that filtered Hee ie the room, Emanon s saw Commander Larden standing 


EE 


ph 
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| Магк Se and ашса 
that, they. reached. thé room. | 
x "Tell те a:little-more about what you want me to do; James" said Mark. He‘; 
knew that James wouldn’t do ауа: 10 hurt anybody, but he: also knew how EE x 
Ў Emanon meant to him. | 
"Well, $ eme want See? da a little research for me. mn out her فا‎ name." 

















"ГП do it," he said. | 8 
After a handshake and brief سس‎ Mark left, but James stayed and thought ` KH 
Te Етапоп. `` er NN 
t that ame time, Emanon was sitting and thinking about James, and how rude ^ .— 


18 which happened | to. jur pde two minutes. E кашы, here for negotiations, | 
der Larden.: Ido not. háve time: to: waste. Until yo re ready to conduct ` С 
seriou business I will go back to my ship. “You can notify me there. Good-bye.” D ines te 

n 0 out of the conference. room, and, d | 1165: called after her to. Uu ad 
ai p ontinued пі اك‎ pen | 





ant t first?" ا‎ vH EN 27 

"tt can’t get any y worse than. dis. You еб. ; "8 ك٢‎ 

ES ` "Okay; ГЇЇ give you both at once," said Mark, hoping to cheer up his friend. "I did رت‎ ин 
the research on Emanon. The only problem is that her military career N eleven See 

` years ago, immediately after the accident." SCH 

+ "Well then get the records from twelve years ago!" James’ temper was definitely - b cde NE 
wearing thin. "Апа. 57 u ark, a bit subdued, left. to continue ЋЕ research, А 

















‚ Меж morning, James awoke to Mark's voice coming out of the speaker. 
д "James, Руе found it! I know her name. Meet me at the bridge. Mark out." 
я Quickly. James threw оп bis uniform and ran to the bridge. He had to know! 
her:name?" James asked, out t OE breath. 


равам wes your sh :‏ ولس 
E add ye own [two eae wn 7‏ 


“As” you. wish, Ara” James said, wiih his abominable smile. не left her alone with‏ رت 
E her thoughts. de‏ 
uk down: onto her bed, burying. her face i in her hands. She‏ سط What‏ شا 
could: not believe how the past was ‘creeping up on her. The sorrows she had wished to -‏ : 
d forget had. been thrown back in-her face. Emanon needed to collect herself and decided‏ 
d to start getting Dmm She, showered and changed, then равок at the clock on bus‏ 








“Hello, Commander Larden. Please have one of your Ensigns take us directly to 


Я our rooms." 


"Nice to see you too," James said sarcastically. "Lieutenant En SR them to 


SCH prepared rooms. 








"Yes, sir, ' replied the Lieutenant. 
manon and. fhe) witnesses oe the Jieutenant, the witnesses reaching their 


as ready. to ‘begin negotiations They - 


S See notes in hand. o bate noticed that | E 
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The next morning ‘thie مو‎ +090 began at t 94 00 AM. The m that 


followed left Emanon with very little time to, think about the past. Negotiatións stopped s 0. 


` only for meals, and even those were: accompanied by loud discussions, concerning 


after The negotiations lasted for fifteen days in this form. Finally, the treaty was zu 


th ће. groups. The witnesses | г returne -to the о; 
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, о : پت‎ ТЕ 
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found herself occupied = Me dd Ge ہے و‎ and interviews. It turned out that 





Serena J. Silver ` . 
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£ go : ie 2 ا‎ 
ey both cir booth, Icaving behind a two dollar tip for Julie Ehe 
rio the other: side of the coffee: shop where the exit was. : SR کیا‎ D EIE e 
“Hey!" Julie cried before they could leave, "Hemlington, there’ sa phone call for n 
e "Who is it?" Stan asked her, turning around. ` =` 
ј - Julie grinned, for no special reason. “She probably did it because it annoyed the hell 
ош of everybody. GC 

` "Never mind, " he grumbled as ; he. walked over to the phone We Julie was holding xui no 






for. him. 
"s - "Hello?" he gid into the receiver. 
5 emlington? This is Merrick.” SE 
ghtened up. Chief Homicide Inspector Merrick was one of the y 








E at the park. We think Weston is here too. We need you to confirm an identification." 
Së "What's wrong?" 

- "Weston is dead, Stan. Shot in the chest with a 23 S&W bullet." 

` Stan almost. dropped the phone. "Are you sure it's him?" he asked breathlessly. 

amt Te not sure, " came the reply. SR s why we need you. Get here as fast as you 















d closely at the face, Yek he did recognize | so thing. A hig, black birth | 

ir ‘Tight eye. That confirmed the identification. - 

| him, " Stan said to the. homicide officer. 
trick brought: out hisi 

{ to ede jS 









m hell did you know?" и | Se 
cn تہ‎ 












"tan How the hell did you know!" 
"et told you," ‘Stan’ answered: "I had a feeling." E : 
: "Gentlemen!" Merrick barked at the two officers, "We've goti more important things 
tg worry about.than foresight. This is the second murder in three days. One other victim, 
سے‎ Eastman, was killed with the same type of bullets." 
"idm. and Stan shut up, and slowly turned to face Merrick. 
"Do you think there's a connection?" Jim asked. 
_ "It’s very probable." Merrick answered, still glaring at them. 

кылы They.all stood thére, staring. at Goes other. | 
М. 7 me wp obably: ‚got a A 















‘the dày off. put be back. at the station bright and early tomorrow morning: I'm gonna ask 






Who the hell was he? | = 


Merrick watched the nervous looks on their faces and his glaring subsided. 
Меп," he said, "go home. Relax. Lie in bed and read ог something. Take the rest of 


int Oxford to hold a briefing on this. Since you two were the most involved in this, 
ing-yóu guys in charge. Alright?" .:. | 
T n у а word, th пода 







¿lad you accept. We might be doing. this all for naught. It 
idénce that the bullets are dies зате:: . " | = 















ü see anything umuegal = } HS 
шше ю de passed around, and nobody said a word: “Finally, a , DS 
back of the oom blurted ош, "There's a black mark on 20+0 one نات‎ 





ца *Correctl^ Merrick said: måtter- of- Ken "ti 1$. know that 2 a iter mark can appear ` 
ulet: ‘when fired in a certain way. It all depends on the way you shoot the pistol. A _ 
Burn mark сап be geen on every single one of those bullets, that's plenty of evidence to. 
all.of those bullets were fired out of the same gun." ` XE 
Merric paused: ‘to take a reath, and then looked down at Oxford, whose eyes were 
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Merrick got down, waving Oxford back up onto the podium. E 
nonc Okay, we know what we have to do. Charlotte, will give you call numbers for the 
у, ás well as the sections you are to Cover. If news of another murder gets through, report 
to Merrick. Yet, I’m counting on. you not to have to make that report. Watch your: o 
чуң: Now, get. back out there!" "were ; гж 
rd: got:down from the podium and:slowly walked out of the room. The screech- _ 
i hg pushed. back were heard as the offi ers got up and filed out of the : .. 
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вог 21У 45 Mane Danbüry. Even the fact that the Eastman Novelty Company ۰. 
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lame? Eastman was murdered thirty-two. hours ago; and he didn't realize who had been 
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"Ate you sure?" Merrick asked. · e p. à Qn LIE 01 a ven 
Yes," Jim answered; his voice becoming. firm. "Now Hemlington and Teach have: >- SA ы 
ing Us on: We can do this, sir." y us ОИЕ ССС, 
his:head to face his partner. Jim’s face was turning red. Drops öf 
| rehead. Jim looked fierce and read: «action. St У 
i hey: сова do this 


ant to stay," Jim said matter-of-factly. ‚He stood up. 























Stan’s train of thought was cut short by the loud sound of the station intercom. 
"Harold Merrick, call on line two,” it blared. 
Merrick began to grumble, and picked up! the phone. He very ped الت رس‎ to. de 


50 Jim. and Stan couldn't hear. 


` Мегпск'5 eyés began to widen. He hung. up slowly... 
Neither. of the en said a word, they could almost predi what Merrick v was 


: LA 
) Street. If your theory is corre t Bémlingion, Isuggest you guard this 
guy heavily: | "И organize a team. Y ч guys. will be in charge of this operation. This..." he 
peated off ‘for a few seconds, as if thinking, "This Cardinal Killer will be caught!" а 
-Merrick stopped, taking deep breaths.” x 
— The others stared at him-as if he was crazy, 
«The Cardinal Killer?" they both asked. | 3 
Sa Merrick shrugged "Can 2 think of anything better?" 
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The past three days led to this moment, when the Cardinal Killer gets caught, or 
claims another victim. 


| Stan turned off the motor of the car WER was purring quietly. They looked at each | 
Е ا‎ other, "expressionless. ہے‎ ^" 
M E e d Four other patrol. Cars were parked i in the woods i in the back of the house. Jim was s. $5 

= wearing a transmitter, so they could all listen to what was going on. Ре 


outheny.was informed of the details earlier and he was told to 1 remain calm. s The 
vould’ stay with 1 rdere 




























d, good, he said, partially relieved. "Plea: 
cers. ent 1 جو‎ home of Earnest: Southeny. -. - 
be said a ‚he closed the door. The two officers stiffened. | x 
n aces. "Don't worry," ће said, "It's only my neph- ` 
thing. to him about all this. He's here i in Beauford on | ^. 
: Fha years. I was Eu на to. 
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that anybody coul ense. E “aln 
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- Stan interrupted, ‘still feeling’ nervous about the gun Maurice was سح‎ 

"Could 1 see it?" he asked Maurice. И а | 

- „Maurice shrugged, "Sure, go right ahead." Kr. de = 

у Stan picked up the gun. D was Smith and Weston alright, yet it still didn't prove’. 
anything. He opened it, and he found that it was loaded. olus MA 
3 "What are you doing?" he accusingly asked of Maurice, "Handling a loaded gun like 
that! " It was his officer's instinct that took over. 

_Maurice’s face turned раје for a second, "I'm quite c. 
u. I've had my license for three and never had any.. 

+ Stan shrugged and, clo: i Цу; 





oe of he: a i gun, thank 
id SÉ 











— make yourself at home. We'll be right back." 
Maurice and Southeny left the room. 
"When Stan saw that the coast was clear, he showed the bullet to Jim. 
Е “Taking the bullet," Jim complimented. "Very clever!" 
Jim spoke into his transmitter, "Can you hear me?" 
Loud and clear, ". Merrick replied. | 
one of the bullets from: Maurice: s gun. Can you analyze it? See if it’s the 
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18: ha “same аз the others. We're on. our way. Don’t do. anything! Keep Maurice ` 
im leave: your: ا‎ This bullet wasn't fired, so there's no burn mark op ` 

arrest him. WE Te E in. DE ли, be ourman!" ` p б 
| (шшк. x Ard ur 

















ocked, pie broke: it down یی‎ nside: ` T 
ind yell tes om inside he 








ut and Merrick's Se ey у saw:a bullet crash through a window mbedding.-- - ` 
е E ла the car. His eyes widened. That was it! “The:final bit of © ^. 
- vidence he у was lookin «for! AIL he had to do was get that bullet; if it had a burn Mark, ا‎ 
M rice was as good ás in jail. 
Merrick quickly got ош of hei car гапа тап over to the tree. He Ben picking away 








| | the bullet with a pocketknife. He was so excited, not only was his. eyes sparkling, but nes 
didn' t even realize that he was in the line of fire. 
; ‘Another shot rang out, yet Merrick didn’t have enough time to hear it. He didn't ` 


m p Nie what hit him. The bullet went through the same window right into Merrick's leg. 
= The force of the: shot sent Merrick SES through че air. He fell on е grass, naming; 
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"Stan. returned to his- seat after hanging up the telephone at ‘La Cafeteria.” 
“How is he?" Jim asked. - 

5 "ће answered as he sat down.’ “The hospital”s letting him out in a few days, 

га: fhi m a they. wouldn’ El let ий leave ; 

















; уоп my: silence z are the. voices, the laughter, y the cries. 

That is me düring the day. : 

“But at night, Tam one within myself, 
and beyond my darkness is light. 

- The moon transports me to places 

Ihave never dreamed of entering before, 

сапа most likely: never will. 
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; message to Fri to cas 2 
TÛ y had cast farther than he bad. ever St lore After. HORIS. of waiting, SE 
SC et a E ( ine a а catch in | 





: a tooth Seege hae جو‎ page train picking up the ОЕ and typing. 
a En day on the way to work din and a Z. Beefcake take some time to 













E : she demanded. | 








E Му only answer \ was silence. "Cindy!" That: kid. 
and more وت‎ Se wie other ЊОМ year: e B 


: eg taking out (пеге sets T Suerte: but my dád stopped me. 
You only need two sets ار‎ have a date." 






Cindy. looked u up. horrified at his words: "You have a date?" 








E were taking; —— 
M dad 7 "She П have to get used to it." 

















abou thi 38 off 


T sorry But in'the back of my ОЛ r Was sinking, "el Cindy will be. 
" Suddenly I shivered. "You okay?" ја 


"РИ be fine." He walked. into the kitchen. "Jessica! Were you expecting. a maid to 
ame ‘and clean up after you; perhaps?" - 





Dyno 








‘Thad forgotten the dishes. I rushed into the ‘kitchen; "Pm sorry, Dad. I forgot," ' d DUE 
b gan. frantically picking up dishés and scooping the fossilized spaghetti into the e 
Dor | think Cindy is old enough t to do some chores? She's almost: nine, you know." 








hen was d 











It's late." To. 
"Yeah. Fine," I said shortly. 
. AAs he got up to leave the room, the phone rang. 


"Н lo... Yes, this i is he... What! No!... What are you talking about.. Are you sure... ` "f 
11 No, it can vt bet true... ~ m de I'm sorry." 











In re fresh reality of the morning, my dreams and suspicions seemed ridiculous; м 
bút not entirely. In fact, enough. fear was still with me so that later in the morning, when | 
‚ Twas sure Cindy was.outside, I went to take another look at that book... ^... 

When. E ‘entered her.room. I couldn't see the book anywhere. It wasn 't on either" 
of. ihe two. Pieces: of furniture i in the room, the high, old fashioned dres et and نے‎ 
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| . Then I saw it. Peeking out from under the dust ruffle was the corner of the 
"brown. book. I knelt-to pick it up and found, under the bed, not just that one book but 
i hordes. of them: old, dark books with no titles. It was overwhelming. I swallowed and 
` picked 7 up: е. опе Book а was. SEH after and began to skim its pagas. 






but there. ега few. hid sounded. like е would | fi m purpose. . | 
UN ў When. T asked’ the librarian for them, she said that they were no onger ee m 
GE property that they now belonged: to a private collector. She-became evasive when asked ` 
Just who. that collector was. I went around to all the libraries in the. area and. got similar 
2 ‚stories. from each. I was beginning to get an ‘inkling of where ту. sister had gotten her ` 
s private. collection". I had just about given up when I saw a pile of old books on my. next 
door. neighbor's: lawn. I figured it wouldn't hurt to look. When I had just decided that this. 
- Search was futile as well, I.saw the last book i in the pile, entitled The Daughter of i | 
UE. Dark. But it wasn't er ; ج2‎ RI کن‎ 
г "Twas left with the option of sing to: catch رف‎ in à the act. 1 had а feeling it 
з to be a long night. - E | 
When T got home I went. straight up: to. my: room 8 Бајан reading. However, | 
when T started the: book, I realized that it was just a story. This wasn't going t to дер. me 
EN. ; at al “but: for: lack of. anything. better: to do I began to read it anyway.. х 
а My sister had always been a weird child, very serious. She had ; never Ee vidi 
oher children or even adults, despite her maturity. She stayed by herself, alone with her 
books. ‚She was spooky т appearance as well, with violet eyes framed by colorless skin and 
masses of straight, blond, nearly white hair. 
- However, it was not until her eighth summer that I believed she was anything more: 
| than ES a strange looking, solitary kid. ` : 
P I did a double take, This author was telling the story of my life. I quickly began 
. .to read again. This was. Cindy’ sand my story down to the smallest detail, only set in a 
rent time and place Twas, ging to find the answer. If she; ha iti his book, the . 








































UM V mouth | and... 











She was standing over me, chanting, but I now knew what to do. I 0и ту 


led the page. There was Rome there! The denn had been torn out. I 


ES Wo | ‘tay in bed, 1 rl bring 
e камы SEI of Ze? وع‎ “From around the. 





feet ‘the: к and aer seeping out of Неба‏ ا 
І ћеага her mumble, "A threat... can't have... rid of..." and a a chil ran down my.‏ 1 





2 | spine. + knew tonight. was the aight. 1 would have: to stay awake Or Fisk never e up. 
‚again. Eë 


As my dad left the room with the NUM soup вон, he said, "Oh, by the: way, - 


: - Jess, I put some medicine i in 09 soup. I've been seeing your TET on al سیت‎ This ` + 7 
should hel you: sleep." Ze 




















‘Her mind has never fully recover 

d'm dad. Now on her tenth birth 

^s rs She runs up tó the house with on 
"behind, 7 HOT ЕН 





ow, Daddy is calling. It's time for Cindy to go inside e 





“Cindy a big girl now. Me Тел," si 










ed from that terrible day When she almost killed PE We 
day, it seems as if she's only wo. l co 5 es | 
ly the sound of her babyish laughter lingering = dM CS 
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вез ве clouds rolled 





Not to ride the Séier Animal 
-In this kind of weather. 
But the girl was teaching thé mare to jump 
And didn't want to return. . 


н К 

















. They asked her again ` 
‚If it wouldn't be better 
То come indoors now, 

























p M Re The girl wanted to jump. higher. | s = ex ur MEN за T. 

A She heard a low rumble 0 NE ee ے‎ 
کت‎ i The storm was near. . T Ee erh, "E E 

She thought of how they! d warned her нь: РЕ | wr 








EE е danger... ` ee c mn. a M eT NS ce 
WE Keats WE Maybe they'd. been right NEUSS 1 ate ا‎ 7 
BE ans 
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Wherever and whenever 
the piece is put on, 
itis April | 








-Willa Cather 
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Between weaving and music lies the Actor's Studio. Enter a realm of fantasy led 
by our intrepid explorers, Scott and Wendy. Every morning at 9:00 a.m., we begin our 
journey into a world of scene study and character development. In addition to our 
morning nirvana, our lives are further enriched by productions directed by our fearless 
leaders. That's Absurd was the initial performance opportunity for fellow thespians, 
followed by The Good Doctor, Are You Now or Have You Ever Been, Brecht on 
Brecht, and Why Can't I Be Me? Our brilliant summer came around full circle with the 
Festival production of Under Milkwood. All in all, the season proved successful for the 
Actor's Studio. 


'Thea Shoulson 
Sahar Mitchell 
Keri Chaimowitz 





"Reggie B. Zankers 











Dear Mom and Pop, 


Wow! You won't believe what happened to me this summer! I was greeted by 
nine screaming banshees, one screaming "wilderbeast," and "The Gabe." They decided to 
change me from a shop into a studio and paint my walls white so all the color can come 
from within. They gave me a new floor and painted it puke-gray -- what a color! And 
eventually all the campers came! From then on, there was always life within my walls. 
Never a day went by when someone didn't whine, "GABE!" And I even learned Fred's 
philosophy of "the gesture before the word." Thanks to "Clown Shorts,” everyone knows 
what would happen if someone else’s props were touched. Believe me, I kept my hands 
to myself! But those clowns couldn't keep their hands off each other! (They were 
constantly giving each other massages.) And we had our scary moments, like the first 
time they put up slack wire. I thought my walls would cave in! But they didn't and the 
clowns were really great at juggling, cigar boxes, and devil sticks! Although I got really 
dirty, those C.I.T.'s helped keep me clean! I really had an amazing summer! 


Regards from Fred, Josh, Dan, Charlie, Jodi, Jon, Austin, Ali, Jason, Vanessa, and 
all the clown regulars! 


Love, 
The Clown Shop 


P.S. Send Food! 







Jodi Sherman & Jon Friedman 
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MYTHS ABOUT THE DANCE STUDIO 
We really did set up the swings and hammocks for dance purposes. 
We never go into early meals claiming that we have rehearsal. 


We always wake up with the gong and come to the studio to sweep, mop, and - 
wash the mirror. 


We never ask for massages. 
We always eat vegetables at every meal and never ask for dessert. 


We really appreciate the wildlife, which has graced us with its presence -- the cat 
that threw up on the floor and the vampire moths from hell. 


We always come 15 minutes before rehearsal to warm up. 

We only get fruit and water instead of punch and cookies for snack. 
We really can count below five and above eight. 

We never lie down in front of the fan during classes or rehearsals. 

We do use the couch and bed for props. 

We never complain. 

We always wear our leotards and tights (without runs or holes) to class. 


We never, in a million years, would think about gloating over our victorious 
softball game. 


And we never, ever lie. 
Addie Male 


Nadine Robins 
Lauren Wolfe 
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Buck's Rock offers many artistic ways to express yourself. Some, 
however, are inferior to others. One of the Superior art forms is the Guitar. 
Ben Lapidus, our guitar instructor, teaches all levels of the guitar, from 
beginners who are just starting with a rented guitar to advanced students who 
have been playing for years. He teaches any kind of music that his students 
want to learn. | 


I came to Buck’s Rock and had a hard time getting started. There were 
times when I had nothing to do. That was until I found the guitar. I began to 
spend most of my time practicing until I was told that practicing and hanging 
out were the same thing. Whether or not this is true, the guitar is a great 
instrument that I have a lot of fun with whether practicing, playing, or 
taking my lessons. Even though there are many art forms at Buck’s Rock, I 


enjoy guitar the most. 7 f 
; ! N, | 
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LSD is not a drug. The letters stand for Lighting and Sound Design. It is one of 
the most rewarding experiences in camp. In L.S.D., we design the lighting and audio 
segments of the plays. Afterwards, the counselors ask campers if they would like to hang 
lights and set up the sound equipment. Once the set is finished, the counselors select 
anxious campers to run the sound and lighting boards. This way, the "electronic chiefs" 
can see the magic of what a few lights do for a production. 

This year, we worked on Machinal, Museum, Little Shop of Horrors, dance night, 
clown night, and numerous Actor's Studio productions. With the help of counselors, 
Charles "Geekman" Kaiser, Stuart "Stuey" Thomas, Joseph Osterneck, and John Aron, 
along with J.C.'s, Luke Miller and Larry (Wawwy) Levine, campers learned that anything 
could be fixed for a mushroom-and-onion or pepperoni pizza. 

P.S. The Р.А. system has finally been revived from last summer and is now fully 
functional (except when two people talk at the same time). 


Josh "Demon Boy" Levin 
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The Music Shed 

"De a beautiful place, 

full of laughter, mirth and song. 
Made of wood and nails, 

and the sounds of scales, 

it’s where concerts begin at the gong. 


Can be heard are ensembles 
rehearsing non-stop 

to give a performance for art’s sake. 
Like the orchestra playing, 

and somebody saying, 

"When do we get our break?" 





Rock, improv and jazz, 

all directed by Susan 

are worthwhile groups to attend. 
There is Mark’s brass group, 
plus Richard’s singing troupe 

as shows I would recommend. 


Sharp Cheddar’s the newest. 

They sing a capella 

and it’s Erika Blumberg's creation. 
They started in June, 

are always in tune, 

and it's really a pleasure to listen. 


So the Mushed lives on, 

with lots of care 

from Josh, Becca, Richard and John. 
Also, Susan, Mark, Cindi 

Erika, Helen and Dan 

leave behind laughter, mirth, and song. 


by Beth Weisman 
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Music Mud. 








A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A VERSATILE MIME 


Click, click, smile, bright eyes, spin turn, folded arms, neutral expression, magnetic 
connection, slide arms forward, back again, freeze, jam arms, spin turn, arch back, extend 
arms, erk, erk, woosh, woosh, spin turn, mirror image, slowly up and down, side to side, 
spit, spin turn, neutral expression, stand tall and straight, fist clenched, waist height, 
creak, pivot, boom, spin turn, arms extended, up and out, legs a little wider than 
shoulder width, sway slowly side to side, lights out. 


Dina Gould 











Okay, so here's our article. 





First of all, we’d like to dispose of those "theatre myths," like: 





© L Theatre C.LT.’s don't really work. (As Charlie M. once said, "We do plays and 
27777 ہت‎ 


_ 2. Theatre people are pretentious and all alike. (We don't think we're better than 
- everyone. We know it. Right, Barbara? Right Barbara?) 


3. We're vulgar and overtly sexual. (Okay, maybe that one's true.) 
4. Theatre people do nothing but theatre. ("Hey, I did batik!" as spoken by Sahar) 


. 5. We can’t work without a script. (Wait, I know I have a rebuttal for that, uh... 
Lum... LINE!!!) 


$ mdi 
En ТЕЗ. 
de. + у 


6. We don’t care if you spell it: T-H-E-A-T-E-R. (Anyone who spells it that way 
does not deserve to live and prosper.) 


.  . So that’s our summer. We made you cry (Machinal), we made you laugh 
` (Museum), and we made you sick (Little Shop of Horrors). 

We leave you with these immortal words....WE GET RESPECT...and stuff. May it 
__ never rain on your tech. 





Rachel Burk 
Jessica Meyer 
_ Sahar Mitchell 
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WBB.C 


First there was light. Then there were humans. Then there was Sam Pocker. 
Then there was a brave, silly kind of radio station called WBBC. It came equipped with 
five semi-able staff members. Then came Mr. Steve "The Loop" Ansell, the head of the 
shop. Following him came Rachel "Ohhh, I Love this Song" Laschever and Chris "What’s 
the Skinny?" Dicke. 

Created next was the hardest working J.C., Doug "The Boy Who Wakes Up in 
Strange Places" Freniere. Last, but not least, came our multi-talented C.LT., Dave "The 
Boy Who Can Do a 360 Degree Double Pump Slam Dunk While Drinking Chocolate- 
Milk in His Sleep" Sandford. 

This year, we painted the studio, installed the hot pink couch, continued Buck 
Rocks (the ultimate music trivia game), had every type of conversation at 11:00 a.m., 
played Jenga, did roll call, had pumpernickel shows, and of course... supplied the camp 
with good vibrations. 

So, as I bid farewell to another musical summer, I will say, keep those speakers 
on and stay happy! 


P.S. Yes, Caan, the coffee’s on! 


WBBC's Last Will and Testament 


Steve Ansell- a gold guitar, a "Moonchild" world tour, an organized office, a job at 
the Actor's Studio and peace, love and bologna. 


Chris Dicke- smaller feet, a new surname, the ablity to fly, and a conveyor belt to 
bring snack to the shop. 


_ Rachel Laschever- Geddy Lee's phone number, less stress, a crate of coolers, and 
"Snapperhead". 


Doug Freniere- A working timepiece, someone to woo, and another eight inches 
of blond hair. 


David "C.I.T. Man" Sandford- a goatee beard, an eleven foot Serious Hat 
and....JENGA. 


Noah "C.LT.I.T." Tar 
well miss you always. | 





- Lif 





love = happiness in Canada, Take care اط‎ 
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Here at the Video Shop we do many different things. We have in-depth 
conversations about world affairs and we fight off people who want to watch videos 
(especially the "Good Time Jubilee"). In the first month, campers made two films, one 
about a poor boy named Melvin, and another about gangsters. Right now we are working 
on a wide variety of new videos, having just completed a music video of a Lenny Kravitz 
song. Although making movies is our speciality, our favorite activities are making fun of 
Alex's curly hair and Annalisa's Italian accent. 


Mandy Lightcap 
Kirsten Johnson 
Blake Mann 
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